BARBARIAN STORIES

women, and no joy nor gaiety in Marob. So I sold my
farm to the first buyer and away I came to seek my
fortune, to find the life I like in some other place.'

So Sveneld took Yuri into his service, and watched
him, and saw that he was quick and clever and good
at seeing the truth of things; and often he came up to
the high table and spoke boldly and merrily with
Sveneld and Volodara. Sveneld liked him better than
most of his own Varangs, for he was always thinking
of new things and his songs were neither love-songs
nor sad. Now it began to be late autumn and colder,
and there was much rain, and fog came out of the
river and spread over the land and through the
streets of White Walls up to the higher windows of
most houses; but the four towers of the castle stood
out from it. The corn harvest and fruit harvest were
in, and no more merchants came along the river from
south or north, and there was no more news.

After a time Sveneld got less frightened and again
began sending messages to the Greek Princess,
though very cautiously at first, and speaking a word
to her now and then in the church porch, for after all
he was her godson, and for the little way that went,
the Bishop should be < able to protect him against his
wife. Theophano's dresses were always of fine, shiny
stuff, at her fancy clinging or heavily stiffened, with
jewels sewn about their edges and dripping from their
sleeves; he felt warm looking at them. Her crisp hair
was piled with combs and nets and diadems, and her
ear-rings flashed and span colours at him, and her
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